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Now I am twenty. We hang out, 

this time at my house, 

while Mom and Dad are working. 

We sit around t~le table smiling, 

wondering what to say next 

because my words 

sputter out unevenly. 

Still patient with me, 

Ong Sa, 

Con xin 10;.4 

Sarah J. Oudemolen Sisters 
We stayed up late to watch The Twilight Zone, 

scared each other with ghastly stories of men 

with hooks for hands, wild rabid dogs, and angry 

headless horsemen who menace little girls 

with hideous laughter and poison sweets. 

Mom would catch us huddled together, 

aiming flashlights at our baby cheeks 

to transform them into ghoulish shadows. 

She'd sternly send us off to bed--hoping separation 

would bring sleep and peace. 

Sut ghosts still haunted our imaginations 

and threatened nightmares--you'd sneak quietly 

into my room, clutching a worn gray teddy bear, 

whisper, "I'm scared." And since I was too, I threw 

back the covers so we could comfort each other to sleep. 

4 "Forgive me." 
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